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When you\'re not looking. 


Author's Notes: 
Originally written for sidewinder\'s bday in 2008, in tribute to her gong love | wrote a Pompeii-era fic. 


There\'s also an appearance from director Adrian Maben in this one. 


The Pink Floyd never attended their own premieres, unless they had to actually play. It just wasn't done, darling. 
Adrian was a seething mass of nerves before the Edinburgh Film Festival open and not at all amused when the 


band sulkily insisted that he had to screen the print for them privately in London. After the call from O'Rourke 


he let out a string of expletives en francais, chief among them merde merde merde. 


As expected, the band objected to the inclusion of the Paris footage, full of silly asides and awkward interludes, 
Roger and David tittering to behold themselves thoroughly stoned and attempting serious conversation 


"You can't have that in there, Adrian," Roger said archly. "It totally ruins the mystique." 


"I thought it helped the pacing," he replied, knowing his explanations would be wholly ineffectual. It was As film, 
but the Floyd always had the last word. 


"No one gives a toss ‘bout watching us eat oysters, talking ‘bout ourselves," David proclaimed. "They want the 


music, or they should, if they know what's good for them" 


"Who are those incredibly handsome chaps up there anyway?" Nick teased. "My word, didn't know they'd look so 


good in 35-millimetre." 
"That fellow with the lashes, especially," David added with a smirk. 


"No, no - it's that pillow-lipped prat the camera seems to find most easily," Roger quipped. The assemblage, 
save Adrian, dissolved into snickers as they all held the opinion.even David, who was used to being obliquely 
pursued by any number of people, male and female alike. It was as if they weren't even aware of it at times, 


drawing ever-closer in their proximity. Adrian's method just happened to involve a camera. 


The director blushed and cleared his throat. "I could re-cut it, of course. But | felt it was the best artistic 


decision to make." 


Unsurprisingly they gave him a unified chorus of razzing. "What is ‘Art, Adrian?" Roger asked, but his 


expression wasn't one for serious inquiry. 
"Art is the man what sells me my newspaper,” Nick quipped. "He was in the War, you know." 


Do they never shut up? Adrian thought. This was rather an absurd thought, given how difficult it had been to 
get them to talk in the first place. 


"But who are those chaps?" Nick asked again, waving a hand at the screen 


"The Pink-something," Rick said. He hadn't spoken the entire evening except in greeting when they all arrived. "I 
hear they're not very good" 


"They do go on, don't they?" David replied with a wink. 


David hadn't expected to be assailed with specific memory as he watched the film, but it wasn't all a blur, 
though it had been a year since the filming. He remembered how bloody hot it had been, and how difficult to 
walk about in the rocky fields. But the quality of light the place had, it was amazing They all looked like gods, 
Roger especially. When they saw the proofs for the advertising with the shot of Roger ready to strike the 


gong, it was instantly iconic. 


"Look at you," David murmured. "You're like some mad priest calling the people to worship." 
"For you," Roger replied, close and hushed. "I am the priest of your temple." 
And when David closed his eyes, as the music washed over him, he could recall the smell of warm earth, a 


whiff of sulfur, and sweat-dappled flesh. The taste, against his tongue, exotic and piquant as the experience 


entire in that silent city, haunted by the spectre of sudden destruction 


"Your shirt, your shoes, what's next - your trousers?" Roger gibed. David didn't see how he could stand it, 
clothed in his normal monochromatic attire in full view of the sun. Days had been wasted due to technical 
difficulties, so the original plan to shoot only at certain times of the day had to be scrapped as they did a 
run-through every day for three days. After every take they stopped to listen to the playback and if it 
wasn't right, they'd do it again 

"| dunno if you've noticed, but it's rather warm." 

"| am invincible!" Roger joked, placing long-fingered hands on his hips and striking a heroic pose. 

A sly smile, batting eyelids, toss of dark gold hair. "Except when you're vanquished." 

So hot. A heat which radiated as strong inside themselves: the corona of a blazing star, their desire, their 
obsession, their need. Whenever their mouths met, lips brushing, tongue mingling, breath exchanged.it was the 
finest intoxicant known to man. David had a thought, as they lay in his narrow bed in the dark, that some 
people had likely died that way when the volcanic tide claimed them: in one another's arms, their passion 
preserved for all time. 

His lips moved against Roger's in breathy speech, fingertips trailing down salty skin. 

| want to die like this.after. When everything is perfect." 


Roger placed a hand on David's thudding heart, a gesture against morbidity. "This place makes you think of it, 
doesn't it? How it can come and there's nothing to stop it" 


"Adrian said we didn't need an audience, but they're there, aren't they?" 
"Yeah." 
Fingers probed the molten core of each, they rubbed against one another like long-limbed cats, taunt with lust. 


David's mouth sucked Roger's neck, climbing from shoulder to ear. 


"Oh yes, just like that, boy," Roger proclaimed. 
"You're not that much older," David retorted, blowing softly against Roger's ear. 
"Don't sass your elders," Roger replied, and thrust his tongue into the other's ear. 


ohhhhh 


Salacious bites of the delicacy he craved, David pinned his bete noir to the bed and they stroked and slid, skin 


soaked and stinging. 

"You first, you first, | know you're dying for it," he goaded in erotic taunt. 

ahhhhh 

"Ach strumpet, only because you've been tormenting me the entire day. Christ, Dave, just put it in me again!" 
"Need a rest from that, Rog, don't wanna cripple you." 


"No rest -" and the sound of Roger's voice made David shiver. Fingers wove in hair and pulled. "Do it like it's 


the end of the world, and we know it's coming.” 

David hauled himself into a crouch and pulled Roger's legs up, pinioned him with a decisive thrust, continued to 
drill until the end did come..in fiery near-painful oblivion. They almost fell off the bed when their collective 
release made them boneless and panting, suddenly exhausted but still embracing, unwilling to part. 

"We survived the apocalypse," Roger slurred, one corner of his lips raised in a smirk. 

"We're all that's left, hmm? Dunno if | like that." 


"You will, come a cold night" 


"| will any night." Their laughter was soft between kisses, and when their eyes finally closed, their lips still 
rested against skin, breathing in the dust of centuries..and each other. 


"Why did my voice sound so squeaky?" David asked over drinks at the local, apres cinema 


Roger exhaled a cloud of smoke with a sardonic expression. "That's how you sound, lad, s'why you can sing the 


high parts." 


"No, | don't sound like that! Do |?" 


They all began giggling. "It wasn't so bad," Rick opined. 

"For a schoolboy, perhaps," Roger gibed, 

"Sod off, wanker, you and your psychoanalysis of our group dynamic." 

| have an informed opinion, prat, which l'm not afraid to share with the world." 
"Then why did we insist he had to cut it all out?" Nick asked. 

It was a reasonable question, of course. Why? 

But some things never possess a definite answer. Why did it work, any of it? 


Because it did, because it could, because it should 


